RACE          WON           BY          DEFAULT

"All right. I'll take you on," Eddie consented,
after consideration.

A hearty cheer from the little cluster of troops
greeted this announcement. A dirt-track race on
Dunkirk beach was beyond their most sanguine ex-
pectations in the way of diversion. The gunners
belonging to the Don R.'s regiment took the matter
in hand as being their show. Under the direction of
the bombardier they marked out on the sand a flattish
oval course with a circumference of about half a mile.
Markers were stationed to indicate the turns. The
finishing post was the tail of a wrecked Heinkel on
the rudder of which the bombardier, who appointed
himself starter, hoisted his shirt. Dave and Eddie
tossed for position, and Eddie won the inside berth.
When they were lined up for the start, straddled
over their machines, the bombardier stepped forward.

" Next event on the card," he shouted pompously.
"Despatch Rider Dave Williams versus Despatch
Rider Eddie Harding. . . . Four laps to the distance.
. . . Any rider cutting the turns to be dl ;'ialified....
When I drop my right arm, that's the signal for the
'off' ... any questions, gentlemen ? . . . Then . . ,
get ... ready. . . ."

He held up his right arm, paused for a second or
two, and was just about to drop it when the anti-
aircraft guns among the dunes suddenly roared out.
In the distance, flying towards them appeared a
formation of thirty German bombers with the puffs
from the bursting ack-ack shells decorating their wake.
Ten minutes earlier a patrol of Spitfires had flown
over, but now the Germans had the sky to them-
selves.

The bombardier dropped his arm all right. And it
served as the signal for a race in which everyone,
spectators as well as riders, took part. A wild dash
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